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Two different versions of story of a hive with linden 
cover - by Lev Tolstoy 


The first version [of the history] of the hive with linden cover was compiled 
by a drone- historiographer Prapra. Another version is compiled by one of 
the worker bees. 

The history of the hive with linden cover, composed by the drone, begins 
with a list of materials and sources. Materials and sources are the following: 
notes of the famous drones; correspondence of his highness drone Debe Sr., 
with his serene highness Cuckoo Jr.; Goffurerskij magazine; oral traditions, 
songs, and romances of drones; criminal and civil cases between drones and 
worker bees; the description of the travelling of bugs, midges and drones of 
the alien hives; statistical information about the amount of honey in different 
periods of life of the hive. 

History of the hive with linden cover by historiographer Prapra starts from 
the first swarming and the first appearance of drones. According to the 
descriptions of Prapra drone, the period of time from 6th of June up to Petrov 
day was the most flourishing time of the hive with linden cover. The power 
and wealth of the hive drew to the attention of all other hives, excited the 
envy of neighbors, and attracted famous visitors. The hive itself was under 
the special patronage of the grandfather Anisim. At this time all hives 
worked, and the inhabitants of the hive with linden cover worked; but the 
main distinction and advantage of the hive with linden cover was that it first 
managed to produce drones, which accounted for its glory, by the internal 
management and external relations. There were many beehives that are not 
historic. They live without knowing of that, live and die in obscurity; but that 
was not the case with the hive with linden cover. In afternoon, while the 
working bee, as a packhorse, continued their constant, regular, low-level 
work by hefting honey and pollen for children, drones flew out for the first 
time. Those who have seen their coming out, unanimously claim that the 
world has never seen a spectacle more stunning than this. Big, black, shaggy, 
smooth drones, one more mesmerizing than another, appeared from the hive, 



and instead of, as a simple bee, flying immediately over the fence into the 
woods and meadows for the feed, immediately soared up, turned around and, 
as eagles, were flew over beehives. The spectacle was so striking with its 
magnificence, so that it was impossible without tears of emotion to 
contemplate it, but it was even more astounding for its deep meaning. Having 
flied out of the hive, the drones trumpeted each on their own, presenting each 
its own vision on the tasks of the state administration and the upcoming 
changes and improvements. The attention of the assembly was drawn mainly 
on the status and activities of the working bees, which by the total vote was 
recognized as unsatisfactory and requiring correction and instruction. 
Assembly has divided among themselves into various areas of management 
and immediately began presenting measures that were supposed to promote 
better work of the worker bees. Immediately there were elected rulers, their 
assistants, the assistants of the assistants: censors of manners, observers, 
morality guards, judges, priests, poets, and referees, and to all them were 
allocated relevant amount of allowance and reward. The nominated were, 
according to electors and elected, the most outstanding individuals. They 
were the brightest, the entire flock of the glorious eagles, who impressed the 
permanent stamp of greatness at this time. For long time, trumping, they all 
swirled before beehives, pushing worker bees, which flew after the feed and 
did not understand the whole meaning of what was being done for them. 

Very often ungrateful bees absolutely didn't understand anything that was 
done to them, and even expressed among themselves their displeasure with 
the activity of drones. 

The next day, the drones began the administration of their duties. From the 
outside, it seemed that they did all the same. But it only seemed to the 
uninitiated. They carried out important and difficult job. Here is an extract 
from the diary of one of the main activists: "I was elected unanimously as a 
legislator of the correct flight of the workers. My duty is very difficult and 
complicated, I understand its importance, and therefore, sparing no effort, I 
try my best to fulfill it; but is too hard to do it alone, and that's why I invited 
A. to be one of my helpers, especially that the cousin of my aunt asked me to 
place him. The same I did with B. and D., and E. They, too, will need 
assistants, so that all of us in our department will be thirty-six or thirty-eight 
persons. I stated in the council that we, for our activity, require two combs 



with honey. This verdict passed unanimously, and we immediately started the 
performance of our duties, spent the night on the combs eating honey. Honey 
was not of bad taste; but it was to be hoped that, with proper operation, the 
taste of it will even improve, if my project will be accepted. The other day I 
was in the general meeting outlined my project. "Gentlemen," I said, "we 
must consider first of all the activities in which we will probably develop 
those beginnings on which we can draw up a draft of the program of our 
actions". Opinions are divided. Debe Sr., chairman of the council, proposed 
to vote. But the question on the ballot proved insufficiently understood, and it 
was decided to elect the commission, inviting it to develop the issue of voting 
and to submit it by the next meeting. 

Other activists worked just as hard, and the hive, thanks to their work, 
became more and more abundant. Every day, the rulers-drones flied out, 
swirled, discussing and solving important public issues, and at night they 
returned to the hive, jam-packing honeycombs and replenishing their energies 
with honey harvested for them. The prosperity of both drones and the entire 
hive was complete. There occurred, though, a small perturbation related to 
that a group of bees has found it necessary to suddenly for some reason to fly 
away with the queen from the hive and hang on a branch of a mountain ash 
tree. And such unauthorized activity of bees could break the influence of the 
drones if they hadn't guessed at the same time how this fly has occurred, and 
prescribed it, so that the bees might not think that they have done so at their 
own volition and without a higher guidance. The swarmed bees were 
declared exiles, while the bees remaining in the hive continued to obey and to 
take care of the maintenance of their rulers. But by the end of August, the 
signs of disturbance began to show. One day the drones after the flight came 
to the combs and, surprisingly, found that honeycombs were occupied by the 
working bees, which did not let them near. They withdrew with resentment 
and flew into other hives. But the same happened in the other hives. They 
were not allowed. Obviously, everything was crashing. Drones have made 
their last attempt, scramble into their hive, but bees did not allow them 
upstairs and knocked them down, where it was cold and was no feed. And the 
same happened on the other, and the third day. Drones lost weight, dried up, 
and died one after another; yet none of them submitted to work for their 
sustenance. 



The bees were doing something, buzzed up there over the combs, but, as 
historians-drones say, apparently the bees was dying in their anarchy, having 
lost their leaders. 

Disobedience of the bees has ruined the drones. They died. That is how the 
story of the hive with linden cover, written by drones, ended. 

The story, written by the worker bee, did not match with that story. In the 
history written by the worker bee, it was stated that the life of the hive began 
in early spring, when the hive has been placed under the sun, and the bees 
immediately, after cleansing their guts, flew onto the blossoming willow, 
and, buzzing, jam-packed it, collecting from its flowers pollen on their legs 
and honey in their stomachs. The life of the bees, based on the description of 
the worker bee historian, was an incessant happiness of labor. Nonstop 
flowers flourished one after another on apple trees, and on bushes, and on 
fields, and the enjoyment of the labor merged with the delight of the 
blossoming nature. In the hive rapidly grew well-fed worms of worker bees, 
and of drones, and of queens, and the cells were filled with scented honey. It 
was so much of everything and so abundant that it was necessary to find a 
new place, and the bees produced drones to the world, of which only one at 
the time was needed to fertilize the new queen, and they raised, just in case, 
three queens, although they only needed one. Now the most important time 
came - the need to split up from that much reproduction. They reinforced 
their work at that time. And at the same time the drones appeared and began, 
after midday, trumping, to fly over hives. Bees did not even know and did not 
think about what importance drones attributed to themselves, but allowed 
drones’ idleness and gluttony because they thought, first of all, that one of 
them will be needed, secondly because it was a lot of everything and it was 
affordable to spare goods even with idle and useless drones. Here is what at 
that very time, when drones thought they control bees, wrote one bee in her 
notes: "Our aristocrats went wild nowadays. Trumpeted and swirled 
aimlessly over hives four hours and hampered work of lots of folks. Only by 
four o’clock were they gone. They exhausted themselves without doing 
anything, and immediately began to gobble. Well, God is with them. There’s 
enough for everyone. Only annoying that they interfere with our work." 



At the end of May there was a great event: bees have let the old queen fly 
into a new kingdom, and themselves are left with newly fertilized queen, 
which immediately began laying eggs. Linden trees began to flower, and we 
had to feed babies and, using the short flowering season, to store honey for 
the winter. The flowering was strong, not washed off by rain, and bees have 
stocked a lot, but a lot was needed for the winter. Yet drones, ascribing to 
themselves an inappropriate for them value, thinking that they are needed, 
continued to devour stocks prepared by the workers. So some time went, but 
the internal requirements have become more plentiful, flowering ran out, only 
thorns left, so without consenting, without discussing, bees all at once have 
stopped allowing the drones to the honey, started knocking them down, and 
even cut some of the most bold and useless. Drones were all destroyed, but 
the beehive not only did not die, but in the most flourishing condition 
prepared for winter. The winter has come, the bees quieted down, sat on their 
seats, maintaining warmth in the children, and waited for spring again, and 
for the joy of life again. 
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